 CHAPTER

4B\ N THE AFTERNOON, Tmothy saxd wed malce a;

rope. e
On the north end of tbe island tough vines; al- s

most as large as a pencil, were laced over the sand.

It took us several hours to tear out a big:pile of e

them. Then Tm10thy began weaving ‘a rope - that
would stretch all the way - down the }nll to. the_
beach and fire pile.

- The rope was: for Ine. It he happened to be out"f; S

on the reef, and I heard a plane, I could take a hghtf Sl
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from our campfire, follow the rope down, and touch

off the big fire. The vine rope would also serve to

get me safely down to the . beach..; v v .tin e
After we'd tom the vines out, and he was weaving

the rope, he said, “Young bahss, you mus’ begin

to help wid d’udder%Wark;’"v

We ‘were sitting up by the hut. I had my back to
a palm and was thinking that back in Willemstad,
at this moment, I'd probably be sitting in a class-
room, three desks away from Henrik, listening to
~Herr Jonckheer talk about European history. I'd
been tutored in Dtitchi'the,. first year in Willemstad
.. 50 Lcould attend the regular school. Now I could
speak it and understand- it. . ... i o
My hands were tired from pulling the vines, and

- ~ Tjust wanted to sit and think. I didn’t want to work.

I said, “Timothy, I'm ‘blind. T can’t see to work.”

I heard him cutting something with. his. sharp

knife. He replied softly, “D'han’ is not blin’.”
s Did the old man- understand? “To work, aside
. from pulling up vines or drawing something in the
sand, you must be able to see, o
_ Stubbornly,” he’ said, “Young - bahss,: we - need
sleepin” mats. You can make d’mats” g

I looked over in his direction. “You do'it;” Tsaid;

He sighed back, saying, “D'best’ matmaker in

 Charlotte Amalie, downg in ,F':encht{.d_wn,' b"tb‘tial’ 2

Sblinin

»

gt e L

“But Vlrie’rs a man, and he has to do that to ﬁja}ké T

~can't even spell
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““Bltrue,” Timothy said quietly.

But in a‘few minutes; he placed several lengths

-+ of palm fiber across ‘my: lap. He really was a black

mule. “D’palm mat ‘is veree easy. Jus’ ovah an’

under . 7R G e

- Becoming: angry ‘with him, I.said, “I tell you, I
He paid no attention to me. “Take dis’ han’ hol’
‘palm like dis; den’ ovah an’ under, like d’'mahn in

Frenchtown; den more palm.” il

I'could: feel him' standing there watching me as

1 tried to reeve the lengths, but I knew they weren't

fitting together. He said, “Like. dis, T tell you,” and
reached -down ‘to_guide my hand. “Ovah an’ un-
der...” :
<1 trled again, bt it didn’t work. I stood up,
threw the palm fibers at him, and screamed, “You
ugly black manl I won't do it! You're stupid, you
‘Timothy's heavy hand struck ‘my face sharply.
Stunned, I touched my face where he’d hit me.
Then I turned away from where I thought he was.
My cheek S}zﬁng, but I wouldn't let him see me with
tears in my-eyes. ' R
I heard him saying very fgently, “B'gettin’ back to -
wark, my ‘own self.” '
I sat down again. - - o
He began to sing that “fungee ‘and feesh” song
in a low voice, and I could picture him sitting on

the sand in front of the hut; that tangled gray hair,
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the ugly black face with the thick lips, ‘those great
horny hands wmdmg the strands of wvine. .

~ The Tope, I thought It wasnt for hnn It was, for
me, .. o kS _

- After a wh:le I sa;d, 'Tlmothy 5 .'

~ He did not answer, but walked over: to me; press-

ing more palm fronds into “my- hands, He mur-

mured, “*Fis veree easy, ovah an’ under . . .” Then
he went back to singing about fungee and feesh.

Something. happened to me that day on the cay.
I'm not quite sure what it was’ even now, but I

had begun to change

- I said to Timothy, I want to be your fnend
He ‘said softly, "Young bahss, gouz: ‘ave | always':

been my friend.”

. Tsaid, “Can’ you call me Phlulp mstead of young:'
boss?” Caden oty siaal
L “Phﬂl—eep, ‘ he sa.xd wa.rmly

y UmNc oun SEVENTH NIGHT on the island, it

rained." It was one of those troplcal storms that

comes up ‘swiftly without warning. We were asleep
on the palm mats that I'd made, but it awakened
us nnmedlately ‘The rain sounded like bullets hit-
tmg on the dried palm frond: roof. We ran out into
it shoutmg and. letting the fresh water hit our

'bod1es It was cool‘and felt good. "
Tlmothy yelled that his catchment was workmg

He had taken more-boards from the top of the raft
: and had made a large trough that would catch the -
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rain. He'd picked up bambdo'len’gtbs on the beach

and had fitted them together into:a 'short “pipe to
funnel the rain’ water into our ten:gallon keg.

"~ It rained for almost two hours, and Timothy was
quite angry with himself for not making a second
catchment because the keg was soon filled ‘and over-
~ We stayed out in the cool rain for twenty
thirty minutes and then went back inside. The roof
leaked badly but we didn’t mind. We got on' our
mats and opened our mouths to the sweet, fresh
water. Stew Cat was_ huddled in a miserable ball
over in a corner, Timothy said, not enjoying it at all.

- I liked the rain because it was something T could
“hear and feel; not something I must ses, It pep-
pered in bursts against the frond roof, and I ‘could
hear the drips as it leaked through. The squall wind

was in the tops of the palms and I could imagine

* how they looked in the night sky, thrashing against
~each other high over our little feay." -t i ‘

We talked for : longtlme when the rajn began

~ to slack off. Timothy asked me about my mother

and father. I'told him ‘all about ‘them and about

“how we lived in Scharloo, get,ting; véry;,;yl_bnes:(ime
and homesick ‘while T was tellmgh.unHekept

saying, “Ah, dat be true?”

Then Timothy told me what heeouldremember

~ from his own childhood. Tt wasn't at all hke mine,

“or -

- Timothy said it.

THE CAY 75

~He'd -never gone to:school; and was working on a

fishing boat by the time he was ten. It almost

seemed the only fun he had was once a year at

carnival - when  he'd: p'ut frangipani leaves around
- his ankles-and dress up in a donkey hide to parade

around with mocki jumbis, the spirit chasers, while

-the. 'blag-']adies\ of Charlotte Amalie dapced the bam- -

bola: around them.

He chuckled. I drink .plenty rhum dose tree days

.of carnival.”

¢ I could picture him in his donkey skin, wheeling
around to the music of the steel bands. They had
them .in ‘Willemstad too. : ;

Because it had been on my mind I told him that

~my mother didn’t like black people and asked him

; Why e

» He answered. slowly, “I don’ ‘like some white
people my own self, but ‘twould be outrageous if
I.didn’ like any o’ dem.” ; ,

- Wanting to hear it from Timothy, I asked him

why -there were different colors of skin, white and
. black, ‘brown and red; and he laughed back, “Why
- bfeesh different color, or flower b'different color?
1 true don’ know; .Rhill-eep, ‘but I true tink beneath

dslcm is all d’same.”: .. :
Herr Jonckheer had said something like that in
school but it did not mean quite as much as when

- Long after he'd b’e'g'un to snore in-the dripping

~hut, I thought :about it. -Suddenly, I wished my



- But above us, forty feet from the ground, Timothy
said, was a feast. Big fat green coconuts. When -
~ we'd landed, there were a few ‘drled ones on the

- ground, but the meat in them was not very tasty.
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father and ‘mother -could se¢: us: there: together ‘on
the-little island. - - e el S ST Eh

I moved close to T1mothysb1gbody Béfor‘e I

went to sleep. I remember smiling in the darkness:
He felt neither white nor black. it ol galine 5

In the morning, the air was crisp and the cay
smelled fresh and clean. Timothy “cooked ‘a small
fish, a pompano, that he'd speared at dawn down
on the reef. Neither of us had felt so good or so

clean since we had _been  aboard the Hato, 'And

without discussing it, we both™ thought _this might
Devil's Mouth, if that's where we were. = -
The pompano, broiled over the low fire, tasted
good. Of course;- we were eating little. but what
came from the sea. Fish, langosta, mussels, or the
eggs from sea urchins, those small, black round sea

be the day an aircraft would swing up into the

animals with sharp spines that attach  themselves
Timothy had tried to make a stew from seaweed

but it tasted bitter. Then he'd tried: to bail .some

__new sea-grape roots but they made us ill. The Only
- thing that ever worked for him was sea-grape leaves,

botled fist in sea water and then cooked in fresh

R R R R T A
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In a fresher ome; there was still some milk, but it

was rancid.

At least once a day, especially - when - we were
around - the - hut, . Timothy. would say, “’Tis out-
rageous dem coconut hang up in d'sky when we

‘could use:d'milk-an’ meat.” Or:he'd say, “Timothy,
‘my.own'self, long: ago- could climb- d’palm- veree

easy.” Or hinting, and I guess looking up at them,

“Phill-eep, I do. believe: you bigettin” outrageous

strong “’ere: on d’islan’.” ik

He made.a point of saying that if he were only
fifty again, he:could ‘climb the tree and slice them
off with his knife. But at seventy-odd, he did not

- think he could make it to the top.

That morning over breakfast, ‘Timothy said, look-
ing to the tops of the palms, I'm sure, “A Kl milk

- from d'coconut would b’good now, eh; Phill-eep?”

““As yet, T didn’t have the courage to climb the
palms. “Yes, it would,” I said. ; '
Timothycleared his throat, sighed deeply, and

put the coconuts out of his mind. But I knew he'd

try me again. - : : :
- He said, “Dem devilin’ coconuts aside, your mut-
thur would  never be knowin’ you now.” -
agliaskedswhiys ;.. comondiininamt

-~ “You are veree: brown ‘an’ veree lean,” he said.
-1 tried to.imagine how 1 looked. I knew my shirt

- and pants were in tatters. My hair felt ropy. There

was 1o way to comb it. I wondered how my eyes

: : looked and faske_dv Timothy abol;ﬁ that.
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- “Dey look widout :cease,” he said: “Dey  stare,

: 'Phill-eep S

“Do they bother you? :
' Timothy laughed. - Not me: Eeevery day I tink

.what rare good luck. I 'ave dat you be ‘ere wid my

own:self on:dis outrageous, hombug islan’”
I thought awhile and then asked: him, “How long

~was it before that friend of yours, that: friend in
- the Barbados could ‘see agam?” :

- Timothy : rephed vaguely, “Oh, many ‘mont’, I do

\ -~ recall.”

“But you told me- on tbe raft 1t was: only three

“Did I.say dat?’
“Yes!” S

St “WelL” Timothy said, twas a long time - ago.
‘But ‘e got ’is sight back, to be true.” He:paused a
‘moment, then said, “Now, I tell you, we:got much
, wark to do today '

I noticed more and: rmore that Timothy “always

"‘cha.nged the subject: when we began to talk about

my eyes. He would make “any kind of an- excuse.
“What work?” I asked '
Now, lemme see,” he said. “For oné. ting, we

mus’ make another catchment .'an’ we mus’ go

~to. dreef for food o -" .

1 waited.
Timothy finally exploded Now, dat is a lot o

4 fwark, Phlll-eep, to be t:'ue




